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could not take the cow Then he turned toward a large and evil-smelling black sheep I moved away and sat down on a pile of junk in the comer of the shed The boys were arguing as to which one of them should butcher the sheep. None of them wanted to do it To me it seemed ridiculous to be so squeamish about a sheep when every one of them was entitled to several notches on his gun for the number of Germans he had failed Suddenly, a dead rooster fell in my lap.
"Hold on to it, will you?" came from Sweeper.
Finally they butchered the sheep The small matter of signing a requisition receipt then came up Sweeper was unperturbed. I watched over his shoulder as he was scrawling this note "I have received one sheep for my unit My boys are hungry and there is heavy fighting ahead of us." He signed it "Lieutenant Scoundrel of the Fools* Unit*
*A schoolboy's prank, Sweeper," I remarked disdainfully
"What are you talking about?" He looked at me in innocent amazement "It's all in order, isn't it?**
In the glow of the fires we returned to our post, bringing the butchered sheep with us.
Barbarka was on my mind. Even if no orders had been received so far to evacuate the civilians from our sector, I wa$ annous to send Barbarka off to the center of the city. I had tried to talk to her about it, but she would not hear of leaving me behind.
**Wbe& you go. 111 go, too, Mummy,** she would say
"But I cannot leave, Barbarka," I answered desperately
1 know you cannot Let s stay here, then.**
But I could not let her stay with me any longer. Fire
was devouring oae house after another around us It was
a miracle that cur house was stifl standing in spite of all
the damage it had suffered. Though we went on breath-